In bed you lay wearing your eyeglass frames, You gasped for air, yet your smile remained. A comforting flame that froze to the touch of your icy hands. 
Dad
We cut the thread too late, forgive me. Our moment for farewell I failed to see.
But know that in that moment before you left: I learned to know that a moment of grace Was the one I spent caressing your face, That privileged I was to hear your words (and know that you heard mine).
That the joy you gave my aching heart With each and every smile Are memories you left behind And these will not depart. 
